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	1. Chapter 1

Well I've got a thick skin And an elastic heart But your blade might be too sharp. I'm like a rubber band Until you pull too hard Well I messed up and I moved on. You won't see me fall apart Cause I've got an elastic heart. - _Elastic Heart_, Sia

**I'm posting this new story against my better judgment of finishing ****_Down the Aisle_**** first. But this story came alive in my head this morning and I knew I needed to write it. Be warned: it made me cry. **

**For those star-crossed lovers, whose destinies seemed intertwined but never joined.**

July 1, 2006, The Barracks

Today sucked. Like worse than the usual amount of suckiness. This whole Titan War has got everyone on edge and I'm also really terrified. Everyone keeps looking at me like I'm going to be the death of them, which I probably am. It's like every birthday they know I'm just getting closer and close to judgement day and every year they just get more and more terrified of me.

I hate being the son of Jupiter. Why couldn't I be the son of, I don't know, Ceres. I'd grow some wheat, some corn, some barley, and everyone would like me. Instead I get to be the son of the biggest, baddest, boldest god, and everyone either expects me to save them or kill them. I hate being the son of Jupiter.

Dakota tried to cheer me by stealing all of Octavian's pins so he had to run around camp holding his toga up. But it kept slipping so we had a nice show of Octavian's boxers. It was funny, for a while. But it doesn't change the fact that Octavian keeps smirking at me like he knows exactly how I'm going to die and he knows it's going to be really painful. Why else would he be smiling at me like I was the greatest gift he's ever gotten? He hates me, I know it.

So another birthday has come and gone and all it brought was more guilt and responsibility. I'm sick of this shit-show. (I'm starting to like cussing, it's liberating).

July 14, 2006, The Barracks

Dakota and I had a desperate plan to save the Fifth Cohort from humiliation during tonight's War Games, but as usual, we ended up looking like the biggest losers in the universe. I love this Cohort but sometimes I really wish they'd start taking training more seriously. We could be great, I know it. They've got so much potential in them, why do they all think they're losers? Maybe because we keep making them feel like losers, all the time.

It sucks that I don't know how to make them feel differently.

September 1, 2016, Livy's apartment

Julia has got to be the sweetest baby sister on earth. I miss Thalia.

September 5, 2016 The Forum

We're watching the fireworks right now. I love fireworks. Why do people love fireworks? What is it about them that makes people ooh and aah even though they've seen them a million times? I asked Dakota and he said I was just overthinking it, as usual. "They're just fireworks. They're nice and loud. So shut up and just enjoy the show."

But then I looked over to my left and this new girl at camp was sitting there, her legs crossed, hands folded on her legs, and her face turned towards the sky. There were tears running down her cheeks and she quickly wiped them away. I looked away before she could see me. I didn't think she'd want me to see that she was crying, and honestly, I was embarrassed. But now I wonder why she's so sad, and why the fireworks made her cry.

September 6, 2016, The Barracks

Today, the new girl surprised me by looking at me. I know that's weird to say, but she actually _looked _at me. Like she was waiting for me to say something. Maybe she knew I'd seen her crying at the picnic. But then I looked away and when I looked back at her, she was talking to the boy beside her. But now she looked a lot less tense. Maybe she did know and she was afraid I would ask her about it. I'm not. The whole thing just makes me uncomfortable. I have enough problems to worry about. I don't need to worry about everyone.

I snapped the journal shut, loudly, and I was almost tempted to throw it across the room. But I didn't. I only had one place to let myself think what I really thought, so this book, even though it was just a book, was precious. So I just stuffed it back under my mattress, stretched up, turned off the light, and burrowed down under my blankets. Tomorrow would be just as good for worrying about my responsibilities.

But when I woke up the next morning, life just needed to punch me in the face. When I showed up to training, the Third Cohort was there.

"Why are they here?" Dakota grumbled.

"Because legionnaire," Philip said dangerously, "I ordered it." Philip was one of our praetors. He didn't look like much, but he was strong, quick, and intelligent. He made one helluva leader. "The Fifth Cohort, as you may all have noticed, is the shame of this legion." Some members of the Third laughed, and I had to clench my fists to stop from punching one of them. "Perhaps, working with the Third might motivate them to step up to the plate. I'll start with a demonstration. Ramirez!" The new girl's head snapped up. "Yes Praetor Hall?" Jheez, she needed to loosen up. "You're new, let's break you in."

Her jaw clenched and unclenched so fast that if I hadn't been staring at her, I wouldn't have noticed. Then she straightened her shoulders, nodded, and stepped in front of Philip. She looked so tiny, even in comparison to Philip, whose lanky body towered over her.

"Alright Ramirez, try to block me."

That was totally unfair. He hadn't prepped her at all. But she just bent her knees, widened her stance, and put her fists up. Philip started barreling towards her. I knew what he was going to do – try to break her stance and land her on her back. But suddenly she smiled, and when he was close enough, she sidestepped him, tugged his right arm back, swung him around, and pushed him flat on his back. The she put her right knee on his chest, pulled out her dagger and pushed it against his throat. "Dead," she said calmly.

She had stunned everyone into silence. Holy shit. I couldn't believe she'd just done that. She'd only been her for a few days and she already fought like a legion veteran.

Then Philip started laughing. "We'll make a fine warrior out of you Ramirez." She stood up, and he followed. "Pair up everyone." Dakota turned towards me. "I meant one person from Fifth pairs up with another from Third. The gods know you all don't need to be fighting each other." Grumbling from the fifth. I hated when the rest of the camp shamed us, it was even worse coming from the praetor who was supposed to be on everyone's side.

Everyone separated and somehow I found myself standing in front of the new girl. I nodded at her and she pulled out her dagger. Without speaking, we started to spar, and before I even knew what was happening, she was standing behind me, both hands around my neck, one pressing the dagger against my throat. She was taller than me, I noticed.

She let go and we started again. She ducked my swings, and came back up with the point of her dagger against my throat. She kept it there for a few seconds and then pulled back. Then she put her dagger away. "Bare hands," she said. The first words she'd ever said to me. I tried a few quick jabs. She ducked them all, landed one in my stomach, spun around, and kicked me in the jaw. I fell to my knees and tasted blood.

"Jesus! Are you even trying?" she asked me irritably. I looked up at her to find her glowering at me. "If you're not going to fight back, you might as well just give me the pleasure of using you as a punching bag instead of falling to your knees like a damsel in distress." That made me angry, I growled and pulled out my gladius, straightening up. She smirked at me.

"Good, you're angry. Use it." I jabbed at her. She spun out of the way, and smacked the hilt of her sword onto my wrist, making me drop it. As I bent to pick it up she said, "It's not a toothpick that you just jab randomly. Think of it as an extension of your arm. Swing it like it's your arm. Trust it the way you trust your body."

"I'm not sure I trust that so much right now." Puberty, after all.

She frowned at me, and stepped really close, so that her face was just an inch away from mine. "Is this some kind of joke to you? We're in the middle of a war and we need every soldier we can get to fight. If we have to rely on you to help us win, we're all going to die."

I'd had enough berating for one day. "Why do you need me if you're so good then?"

"I worked hard to get this good. You're just a lazy, entitled, son of Jupiter. You think you don't have to work for anything!"

I stepped closer to her. "You don't know anything about me. You just got here. I'm not the one who goes around crying at picnics."

She was furious, her eyes burning with rage. She punched me and I pushed her, hard – she fell down. I hadn't expected her to be so light. She was getting to her feet, preparing for another punch, rage burning in every line of her face. How could such a tiny person be so angry? "You stupid, arrogant, weak, no-good piece of shit." She was going to land a hard punch, I could see it. I picked up my gladius. "Try punching me now, cry-baby." She screamed and pulled her fist back but just then Philip came running up and grabbed her, picking her up off the ground. She was kicking furiously, still yelling "I'll get you for that!" He spun around and put her down, turning back to me. She was still trying to get to me, but Philip put his arms out, holding her back.

"Ramirez, enough!" he growled. She glared at him, every part of her body poised in rebuke, but she stood down. "Well we thank you both for that wonderful piece of entertainment. Unfortunately, it was completely tasteless so you'll spend the afternoon washing up dishes after dinner."

I glared at her and she glared back, her fists clenched tightly at her sides.

There went a perfectly good afternoon.

That afternoon we were standing side by side washing dishes. Who knew a couple of Roman demigods could use these many dishes. I was staring to despair that we'd be here all night. And the water was starting to get cold.

But it wasn't nearly as cold as the girl standing beside me. She didn't say a word, just dumping the dishes in the soapy water, scrubbing them, and then handing them to me to rinse.

Finally, I decided to break the silence. "Listen, I'm sorry I pushed you."

"No you're not."

I clenched my jaw. "And I'm sure you're sorry about all those things you said about me."

"Nope."

"Are you at least sorry you punched me?"

"Nope."

"You know this whole exercise is supposed to help us bond or something, not just punish us."

"Not my problem."

"What is your problem then?" I grumbled.

"I don't like you."

That made me pause. Ok, so I wasn't used to not being liked. My whole role at this camp was based upon being liked. People came to you to help them mediate problems if they liked you. And people came to me all the time. It was annoying. "Why not?" I demanded.

"Just cause."

"Excuse me? That's not an actual reason."

"I don't owe you any explanations."

I guess she didn't.

"Well I'm sorry I called you a crybaby. Honestly it was none of my business." She didn't respond, just handed me another scrubbed plate. After a few minutes of silence, I finally said, grudgingly, "You fight good."

"Well."

"What?"

"You fight well. Not good, well."

"Well thank you Miss," I said sarcastically.

She nodded. She went back to scrubbing the plates, but something was different now. Her shoulders were less tense, and she seemed less hostile. So I ventured, "You know I don't actually know what your name is."

She didn't say anything for a while. Then finally, "Reyna. My name is Reyna."

I thought about that. "Like Queen?"

She nodded stiffly.

I smiled. "Maybe one day you'll be Praetor," I said conspiratorially.

She looked at me. I thought she'd meant to glare at me, but below that, her look was frantic, and desperate. "I never want to be praetor," she whispered. "Never," she said more firmly.

I frowned at her. "That's weird."

"For you. You're the prodigal son."

I rolled me eyes. "Again, with the labelling. I told you, you don't know me."

"I know enough. You're the hero that's going to save us all. Our Saving _Grace_. You're the child of the most powerful god and everyone loves you and looks up to you."

She was handing me another plate, and I yanked it out of her hands. It slipped and fell, crashing into a million pieces on the floor.

She rolled her eyes at me. "Great, now we have to clean that up as well." She rinsed her hands and collected the broom from a corner of the kitchen. Whilst she swept up the shards, I scrubbed a few plates.

"Look if it bothers you so much, I'm sorry," she said, from behind me.

"No you're not," I growled.

"Maybe I am. I get it. You don't like people expecting so much from you. It's hard to live up to it sometimes. You're terrified you're going to let everyone down."

I kept scrubbing. I didn't want her to know that she was right. She finally stepped back next to me, and dunked her hands into the soapy water. "It won't go away you know. People won't stop expecting things from you." It was weird what she was saying. Her voice was high and a little squeaky. But her words were those of an older person. Somehow the two just didn't go together. She was so strange. Suddenly I remembered how angry she was earlier. That was also the rage of an older person. How could this little girl possibly be carrying so much around?

We finished the rest of the dishes in silence. By the time we got out of the kitchen, it was dark, and the campers were already beginning to troop off to bed for lights-out.

I turned around to say good-night but she was already out of ear-shot, marching resolutely away to her barracks. Fine, I marched off to bed too.

When I lay down on my bunk, Dakota leaned over the edge of his top-bunk and grinned at me. "Nice show today, you and angry girl." I threw my pillow at him, and he chuckled, disappearing back onto his bunk. Great, now I had to stretch for my pillow.

I was about to turn off my light, when I decided to grab my journal.

September 7, 2006, The Barracks

The new girl is so angry. I think the world has given her too much sadness. I wonder what kind of pain she's carrying around.

Oh, her name is Reyna. Like Queen. Only more regal because it's not in English.

I stuffed the journal away and turned off the light.

The next morning when we showed up to training, there was another surprise waiting for us. Philip was nowhere to be seen, and neither was the Third Cohort. All of them, that is, except Reyna. She was standing beside a training dummy, swinging two batons casually in her hands.

When we were all finally standing in front of her, she said, "Right. From now on, I'll be your new training instructor."

"Says who?" Dakota challenged.

"Says Praetor Hall," she said firmly.

"We don't need a new training instructor. Besides you've only been here for like three days," Bobby argued.

She sighed, like she was already tired of the conversation. "Look, you all suck." More grumbling, but she held up her hand, and surprisingly, most people fell quiet. Praetor material indeed. "You don't need a sucker to teach you. And I'm the only one who volunteered for the job. You need me. So suck it up. If any of you have a problem, you can take it up with Philip. _After_ the lesson." She smacked one of the batons on her left palm. She meant business.

"Right, partner up, and I'll come around and help you with you form. We'll start with basics. Hand-to-hand. You can put all your weapons away."

It was weird that this tiny, twelve year old girl was schooling us, especially since most of the Fifth was older and bigger than her. After a while though, people started warming up to her. She hid all that anger I had seen the previous day. Instead she was encouraging and warm. I wondered how someone could fake it so well. And she was good at what she was doing. By the end of the lesson, most of the Fifth could throw better punches.

"Good lesson everyone. Tomorrow we'll work on staying light on our feet." She picked up her bag, and as she was walking away, I caught her eye, and she nodded at me. I don't know why, but I grinned at her.

Turns out, that wasn't the only surprise of the day. When we got to dinner, our Praetors had an announcement to make. "The time has come for another quest."

The dining hall broke out into low murmuring, but when Philip raised his hand, it fell quiet again.

"There have been rumours that a distance slab created by the Sixth Legion during the building of Hadrian's Wall has been found. If these rumours are true, then we must find it and bring it home. As you all know Hadrian's Wall marked the north-west frontier of the Roman Empire. So why is this slab so important? Well apart from marking the completion of a section of the hall, these slabs were also imbued with protective spells by the Vestal Virgins, strengthened by their blood sacrifice. It was hoped that this magic would protect the empire from the barbarians and the monsters of chaos of the north. It worked. Now one of these slabs has resurfaced. If we can find it, and bring it back, then we could use it to reinforce the borders around New Rome. This is exactly the sort of extra protection we could use right now, with the Titans on the rise."

There were stunned gasps, and expressions of disbelief, of fear, and of hope from the campers. They were terrified. If there was something that could protect them, we needed to bring it back.

Before they could get too loud, Philip continued. "One hero has already been chosen for this quest. As a son of Jupiter, it is only fitting that Jason Grace goes to reclaim his brother's legacy." I had to try very hard from groaning. Would they ever stop expecting so much from me? _It won't go away you know. People won't stop expecting things from you_. Great, now I even heard her voice in my head. Philip was staring at me. I knew he expected me to go up there and act all solemn and pleased that I was given this great honour. I tried my best to fake it. _If Reyna can fake not being angry, you can fake being happy, Jason. Get it together._ I had begun to follow her example. Little did I know I'd come to rely on her for much more.

I stood beside him and he clapped me on the shoulder. "The omens have been read. The gods approve of this choice. Who will join him?"

I knew Dakota would volunteer but before he even had a chance to open his mouth, a tiny, twelve year old girl was piping up from the back. "I'll do it, I'll go!"

I frowned and when I looked at Philip, I was glad to see that he also looked puzzled. Good, I didn't want to trek across country with a grumpy girl who was just as likely to spear me in my sleep as save my life.

"Sit down, Ramirez," someone shouted from the front. "You just got here."

But she didn't. She stood up on the table and stared down at us all. "Every single one of you has had the chance to prove yourself. To prove your loyalty and love for this city. Let me prove myself to you now. I claim this chance."

Gods, did she really buy into this 'for the gods and Rome' bullshit? No one actually believed in that. But whatever her beliefs, this twelve-year-old girl looked really impressive, staring down at us all like that.

But the more I looked at her, the more I started to notice something else. One hand was on her dagger, the other clenched in a fist, her mouth fastened in a tight line. She was terrified, but here she was, volunteering anyway. She was either really eager, really brave, or really stupid. Anyway it was clear she felt like she needed to prove something to the rest of us.

"Reyna. No one doubts you, but you just got here. You need more training," Philip said calmly.

She snorted. When she spoke, her squeaky little voice rang out, tinny, in the hall. "Everyone here doubts me. I know. I see the way you all look at me. You don't trust me. Well when I bring your golden boy back to you safe and sound, you'll know you can trust me." I rolled my eyes. Yep, definitely trying to prove something. For starters, more mature than she looked. I wondered why. This girl was a mystery.

Philip was about to say something else, but she cut him off. "Look, from what I understand, there hasn't been a quest in a while. Which means that most of you have been stuck in camp for a while. I was on the run just a few days ago. I know what it's like out there. I'm smart and resilient. Jason will need my expertise. I can do this. I know it."

Most people still looked doubtful, and I was about to tell Philip to shut this down, when he said, "Very well Reyna. We shall read the omens, and if they are good, you will accompany Jason on this quest."

Octavian, the scrawny augur, was coming forward to read the guts of some teddy bear to let us know what exactly the gods said, when Dakota piped up, "Wait we need to choose one more person. Custom dictates three companions on a quest. I volunteer."

I grinned at him. Wouldn't be so bad now. But when I looked at Philip, he looked sad. "No Dakota. Only two will go on this quest. We don't have the campers to spare."

Dakota was going to protest, but Philip cut him off.

"What do the omens say Octavian?"

The omens were good.


	2. Chapter 2

So far away,

I wish you were here,

Before it's too late, this could all disappear.

Before the doors close,

And it comes to an end,

With you by my side I will fight and defend.

_Keep Holding On, _Avril Lavigne

**If you've read chapter 1, my apologies. I screwed up the timeline. So please read it again just for the correct chronology!**

**September 9, 2006, The Barracks**

I'm leaving to go on a quest today. With Reyna. This should be an interesting experience.

I leant against the side of the doorframe of her barrack. She hadn't noticed me, too busy stuffing things into her backpack.

"What do you think you're doing?"

She jumped and turned around, and when she saw me, she gave me what I was beginning to consider her death stare. "Jesus! You scared the living daylights out of me."

"You know this is a camp full of kids whose parents are Roman gods. Jesus and paganism don't go so well together."

"Yea yea. My grandmother was a staunch Catholic." She turned back to her packing.

"Oh." That made me pause. How did one reconcile being Catholic with pagan gods. I finally stepped into the barracks.

"Careful," she sang, "you're not allowed in here. There might be some traps in here for trespassers."

I rolled my eyes (which she didn't notice) and stepped next to her. "You didn't answer my question. Why are you going on this quest with me?"

She sighed. "I already told you. I'm taking the chance to prove my…"

"Your loyalty to this camp. Yea yea I heard your little speech. But you know what I think? I think it's complete bullshit. So why are you going?"

She pushed past me, pulled open a drawer and pulled out the only t-shirt and only pair of jeans in it. "Call it an act of goodwill," she said.

I narrowed my eyes at her. She sighed again and said, "Ok Ok I confess. I'm actually a spy for the Titans and I've come to take out one of their most formidable foes. I'll be alone with you on this quest so I'll have ample opportunities to take you out."

"You're impossible," I said, shaking my head at her. "We're leaving in an hour. Don't be late!" Then I turned around and marched out of the barracks.

An hour later, I climbed to the entrance of the tunnel to find Reyna sitting on the grass waiting for me, her backpack lying next to her. "Finally," she said, "I thought you were getting cold feet."

I opened my mouth to reply, but Philip came up just then. "Enough you two. You've done enough fighting since Reyna's arrived. Now listen, it's important you bring this slab back. It's not just for the protection of the camp. Virgin blood holds an immense amount of power. If the Titans were to get their hands on it, it would give them the power to break through the defenses around Olympus and burn it to the ground. We have to keep it out of their hands. So be careful and watch each other's backs. Once the Titans know you're after the slab, they'll send their best pets after you to slow you down, or worse, to stop you. So put your differences aside and work together. You're both strong and powerful. Don't fail us."

"Yea no pressure," I grumbled. Philip smiled at me. "You'll do great," he said, putting his hand on my shoulder.

"Let's get going," Reyna grumbled. He smiled at her too. "Be safe Reyna." She rolled her eyes at him.

"Let's go already," she said again, this time louder. Then she picked up her backpack, strapped it on, and headed into the tunnel. I gave Philip one last smile and followed her.

And that was how I began a quest with the most annoying person I had ever known.

The journey started out well enough. Reyna and I had decided that the first thing we needed to do was find out where the slab was. To find this information, Reyna suggested we head into Berkeley to find a history professor at the University there.

Now she was sitting next to me, staring out the window, drumming her fingers on her knee.

"You're nervous," I said.

"You aren't?" she asked without turning to me. I looked into the window and realized she was talking to my reflection. "The minute we stepped out of that tunnel we sent up a beacon. We said, here we are, come get us!"

"We'll be fine," I mumbled, but now I was nervous. She turned towards me and gave me a small smile.

"We will be." I guess I continued to frown, because then she said, "Let's play a game."

"Why?"

"To distract us."

I shrugged. "Okay, what do you want to play?"

She pointed to a lady sitting across from us. "What do you think her story is?"

I snorted. "Seriously?"

She raised her eyebrows and nodded at me. "I'm waiting."

"Big hat – she's not used to the sun. Maybe from somewhere up north. Hawaiian print shirt? Probably a tourist. More on the heavy side? Probably sits most of the time for her job."

"Good. But that's not her story. That's a description."

"How am I supposed to know her story?"

"You're not. You're supposed to make it up."

"Why would I want to do that?"

She sighed. "To live a little. Get outside of your own head," she said tapping my forehead. The she turned to the window. "To get away from your own life," I barely heard her mutter. She turned back to me. "Forget it, this was stupid."

I frowned at her. I had a feeling that I was beginning to see a little bit of her. She was trying to prove something, but not about who she was, who she could be. She was trying to get out of her own head.

I tapped her forehead. "What's going on in there?" I whispered.

She pulled away from me. "None of your business." Then she turned back to the window and didn't speak to me until we reached Berkeley.

When we finally stepped off the bus, she paused to look around. She looked even more nervous now. "What?" I asked.

"Too easy," she muttered. "Don't you think so?"

Now that she did mention it, it did seem too easy. If the Titans wanted this slab wouldn't they have already been hunting us? But I shrugged and said, "Maybe we're just having a bout of good luck. Don't jinx it." Then I started off down the street towards the university. She kept pace beside, constantly looking around. "Stop doing that. We look too conspicuous. Someone might stop us thinking we're on the run or something."

She nodded, but she was gripping the straps of her backpack too tightly. She was nervous.

We finally made it to the university and stepped into the atrium. It was crowded but just ahead there was a table covered with pamphlets and around it sat a group of kids wearing "Welcome to University of California, Berkeley" t-shirts. So we headed over.

As we drew closer, a bright cheery girl chirped, "Welcome! Are you a freshman?"

Reyna looked at me, and grinned. "I am, but he's not," she said.

The girl laughed. "Silly of me to ask. But how can I help you today?"

"My friend and I are doing research for a class project. Usually, our classmates like to settle for internet sources, but I confess, I'm a bit of an over-achiever. Do you think there's a professor who might be interested in talking to us about ancient Roman artefacts?"

"I'm a history major," one of her other friends said, stepping up. "You could probably talk to Professor Sipher. He's probably the best person to ask about Ancient Rome. But be warned: he's always busy and hates interruptions." She gave us the directions to his office and we set off. When we finally got there, the place look like it'd already been blown up. We rushed into the office to find an old chubby man, flinging papers and books everywhere.

"Not what I was looking for, not it, not it NOT IT! Abby! WHERE IS MY DAMN DISSERTATION?" He turned around and glared at us. "You there have you taken it?"

"What?" I said.

He came over and shook me by my shoulders. "HAVE YOU TAKEN IT BOY! You infernal students! So interruptive, disruptive, and uncreative!"

Reyna did something completely unexpected. She slapped him. The man stopped shaking me and stared at her in wonder. "You're a grown man. If you can't look after your stuff yourself, why should anyone else do it? Get it together man!"

The man continued to stare at her in wonder. Then he rubbed his cheek as if he couldn't believe what had just happened. Then he threw his head back and laughed. "Come in, come in," he finally said, wiping tears from his eyes. "Don't mind the papers. Make yourselves comfortable."

"What just happened?" I whispered to Reyna.

"Someone needed to knock some sense into that man. I believe he's about to thank us."

"You're so weird," I whispered back.

She smirked at me. Then she turned to the man, who looked like a walrus in person form."Mr. Sipher, we were told that you would be the best person to talk to about Roman artefacts!"

"Yes, yes," he said shuffling through some papers on his desk. "What did you want to know?"

"Well I'm sure someone with your interest might try to keep up with news of any new artefacts."

"Yes," he said, sinking into his chair. "Are you interested in something my dear?"

She pulled a piece of paper out of her backpack. "We've heard that a distance slab of Hadrian's Wall was recently uncovered. We'd like to know where it is." She placed the paper in front of him.

Sipher picked up his glasses, glanced at her, and then looked at the picture. "Ah, a distance slab made by the Sixth Legion. There's an artefact worth a pretty penny."

I frowned. "Do you know where we could find it?"

"You young people, always in a hurry." He shook his head. "I may be able to tell you. But first answer me this, what is your interest in the slab."

"Merely academic, professor," Reyna said quickly shooting me a look. _Be quiet! _Right, like I was going to tell this man all about magic and monsters. Who did she think I was? "We'd like to look at it, examine it, hold it. My friend and I have a deep love for history and we want to understand the story. I've heard that one of the best ways to do that is to examine sources from that time. What better way to learn about Hadrian's Wall than to look at the slab that was part of its creation?" She gave him a sweet, passionate smile.

To my surprise, the professor smiled back at her. "What a lovely, intelligent girl you are. Yes, yes you're right dear. Hang on. Let me call one of my colleagues." Whilst he put through the call, I wandered over to the window. I'd expected to see a bunch of students just hanging out. What I hadn't expected was the giant automaton, marching up to the building. "Reyna, they're here," I yelled. She nodded, jumped over the desk, and said, "Professor, how much longer?"

"Just a second dear," he replied. "Yes, yes George. The slab. What? It's been stolen? WHEN?" Reyna gave me a look.

"Where are they?" she asked. I heard a door smash down the hallway.

"Close." I pulled out my gladius and stood in front of the door.

"Don't be stupid Jason, we can't fight that thing in here. There are too many people around." Her voice was frantic.

The professor was still yelling into the phone. "Those pilfering, no-good, desecrators!"

Reyna rolled her eyes. "Time to go professor! NOW!" She grabbed his wrist and pulled him towards the window.

"You're crazy!" I shouted.

"Do you have a better plan?"

I glared at the door, but I knew she was right. We couldn't fight that thing in here. "Fine! But I still think you're crazy. She smashed a vase through the window and jumped. At the last minute, I realised that I could use the air currents to smooth her landing. I looked out the window and she was safely on her feet. "Come on!" she shouted up to us. I could hear the automaton punching down doors, drawing closer to us.

The professor was hesitating. "Sorry professor," I said, then pushed him out the window. The automaton burst through the door, its golden body gleaming in the light filtering through the hole in the wall. "Adios mi amigo!" Then I stepped out of the window. As soon as I landed, we started running, Reyna pulling the professor along behind her, the automaton's roars bellowing out behind us, the building smoking.

We didn't stop running until the professor begged us to stop. "Stop, stop, please. I can't run anymore!" Reyna glanced nervously behind her. "We shouldn't stop."

"Who blew up my office? What did that man with all the armor want?" the professor demanded.

"Don't worry about it," I said. "What did your friend say?"

"The slab's been stolen! It was up for display at the Smithsonian, and then it was to be moved to the American Museum for Natural History. But it was stolen two nights ago. My best guess is whoever's stolen it will probably try to sell it on the black market. That kind of artefact will fetch a heavy price. Especially with the kind of legend that goes with it." Reyna and I exchanged looks.

She patted him on the back. "We're sorry to have bothered you professor. Thank you for all your help. Whoever attacked the school should be gone by the time you get back." She walked over to the edge of the sidewalk and flagged a taxi. She opened the door for him. "Take care of yourself professor."

He smiled at her. "Take care of yourself dear. You may have a bright future in history."

She snorted. "History is my life."

I smiled. History was indeed our lives.

She turned back to me.

"Well what now?" I asked. "How are we supposed to track something that went onto the black market?"

For some reason, it seemed like her eyes looked darker. "I know someone. How much money do we have?"

I pulled out the cash from my backpack. "A few hundred dollars. Why?"

"We have to go to Seattle."

"You know someone in Seattle who can help us?"

"I don't know for sure that we'll find help there. But right now it's the best lead we've got." There was something off about her. Her voice was stiff and tense.

"You don't want to go to Seattle, do you?" I guessed.

"Look, it doesn't matter what I want. We don't know where else to look and there might be something in Seattle. If you don't want to go, you can go back to Camp Jupiter and tell them you've failed. But you'll go alone!" There was that anger again. She hid it well, but it was always just below the surface.

I put my hands up. "Okay, okay! To Seattle we go!" I hailed a taxi and asked the driver to take us to the nearest bus station. We bought our tickets and decided to go get lunch in the meantime. She ate quietly, distracted and tense.

"We should be fine. By the time that automaton catches up to us we'll be long gone on our way to Seattle," I said, trying to sound positive.

"Yea," she murmured. "We'll be fine. Everything will be fine." Her eyes seemed to be looking at something far, far away. Something I couldn't see.

"Is there anything I need to know about what we're going into in Seattle?"

She shook her head. "Everything will be fine." Her positivity sounded way more forced.

"Yea, we'll be fine," I repeated. When has that ever been true for a demigod?

We left the diner early, so we decided to roam around town for a little while to pass the time. We were just passing a shop full of creepy dolls when something glinted in the window. "Get down," I shouted, crouching over Reyna. The axe barely missed us, crashing into the display and chopping the heads off of the higher mounted dolls. I stood up and raised my gladius. Reyna pulled out a pair of wicked, gleamingly sharp hunting knives.

"Try to break its stance!" she yelled. I frowned at her.

"It's a giant automaton. I think breaking its stance is going to be a lot harder than you toppling a lanky 19-year old."

She rolled her eyes at me. "Just do it!" Then she took off at a run. The automaton tried to smash her, but she dodged. It was like a game of whack-a-mole. I shook my head and ran after her.

"Hey Big-Foot! Over here!" The automaton roared and tried to land a punch, but I ducked and rolled out of the way. It growled in frustration, then it opened its mouth and said in voice that sounded more like the whirring of machine parts, "Where is it? Where is the slab?"

"Seriously dude? You honestly think we'd tell you even if we knew? You think it'd be that easy?"

It raised its foot and tried to squash me. But I raised my gladius, and instead, the automaton stepped onto a really sharp toothpick! _It's not a toothpick, _she'd said. Ha who's laughing now Reyna? The giant howled and flailed backwards.

"That's it Jason! Break its stance!" Reyna yelled from somewhere above me. Before it could bring its foot down, I darted forward and slashed at its left calf. Black oil leaked out of the wound. The gash infuriated it, but I knew it wouldn't hold it back forever. "Reyna we need a better plan," I yelled.

"I'm working on it!" I looked up to see her scaling the automaton's leg like she was a mountain goat. "Just distract it!"

"For how long?" I shouted in exasperation.

"Long enough!"

I kept slicing at his legs, jabbing at his toes, and poking his heel. He was getting angrier and we were running out of time. "Reyna!"

"Jason!" she screamed. I had been so focused on his legs that I'd completely missed his swinging arm. It smacked right into me sending me flying into a nearby shop window. I groaned and struggled to push myself straight. My vision was blurry, but I could see Reyna scaling its face. Finally she reached his eyes and she jabbed her sword into it, plucked out the eyeball, and left a gaping hole. She looked at me.

"You get it?" she shouted.

I nodded and struggled to my feet. "One, two…" I counted.

"Three," she yelled and jumped. I raised my gladius, thunder roared around me, and a flash of lightning streaked down from the sky straight into the hole where the giant's eye had been. It began to shake and then his body parts were exploding everywhere, metal raining down from the sky.

"AHHHHHHH!" I heard her yell. She was falling too. My body must have been in so much pain, but at the time, the pain didn't even register. I had to get to her. "REY! Hold on!"

I finally spotted her, careening so fast to the ground. I crouched, pushed off the ground, used the air currents to propel me, caught her in mid-air, and bounced off the air currents for a rough landing. But at least she was alive.

She groaned and rolled away from me. "We're going to have to work on your landing."

"You're welcome," I grumbled.

She grinned at me. And after a moment I smiled back. Then we both stood up. "Are you okay?" I asked, putting a hand on her shoulder.

"Never felt better. You?"

"I'm a little bruised, but I'll live."

She finally grinned at me. "We just took out a giant automaton!"

I looked around at the wreckage around me. "Yea I guess we did." I smiled at her. "That was a pretty good plan."

She shrugged.

"But think about this: how about next time you fill me in in advance, ok?"

She laughed. "WE TOOK OUT AN AUTOMATON!" she yelled.

I laughed. Her jubilance was contagious. "Shhhhhh!" I turned around to head back to the bus station, but stumbled. "Ow! Okay I may be a little bit more than bruised."

She caught me, and pulled my right arm around her shoulder. "Sit," she said, propping me up against a wall. She lifted my t-shirt. "You're all purple. Probably broke some ribs."

"Add that to my growing list of battle-scars."

She trailed her fingers over the bruise and I squirmed. "Sorry," she murmured.

"It's okay." It wasn't just the pain.

"I could probably bandage this up. Then some ambrosia and nectar and you'll be good as new." She took the first aid kit out from her backpack, pulled out some bandages, and began to wrap them around me. I leaned my head down on her shoulder so I wouldn't have to move back and forth. It hurt too much. As she wrapped, I said, "You're pretty good at this demigod thing you know."

"Thanks."

"Like you've already got the fighting skills, you're strategic, a natural born leader, and you know first aid."

"What can I say, I was born ready."

"I think there's a lot more to your story."

She pulled back from me, and pulled down my t-shirt. Then she dug the flask out of her backpack. "Here, drink." I took a sip and the familiar taste of brownies made me feel so much better. I sighed as it went down.

"There, you're as good as new," she said. Then she helped me to my feet. It was still uncomfortable but at least I could walk. As we set off back to the bus station, I asked her, "Are you ever going to tell me your story."

"We may be living a history class Jason, but I honestly like keeping the past in the past," she said, and her voice sounded so sad. I suddenly remembered how she'd looked at the picnic. "How do you that? How do you go from jubilant to distant in like minutes?"

"Reality sets in," she replied. "Let's just get back to the station and hope we haven't missed our bus."

**Thanks for reading! Let me know what you think :)**


	3. Chapter 3

I'm looking for a place,

I'm searching for a face,

Is anybody here I know.

Cause nothing's going right,

And everything's a mess,

And no one like's to be alone.

Isn't anyone trying to find me?

Won't somebody come take me home?

It's a damn cold night,

Trying to figure out this life,

Won't you take me by the hand?

Take me somewhere new?

I don't know who you are,

But I'm, I'm with you

- _I'm With You_, Avril Lavigne

We weren't late for the bus. Barely. The doors were closing when we ran up, but a few good bangs on the door, and the driver let us on. Reluctantly.

"Next time I'll leave you out!" he grumbled.

"The chances of that happening are-" Reyna started, but I cut her off, pushing her towards the back. "She means to say thank you sir."

We found seats all the way at the back and settled in for what would be a really long bus ride.

"How are you feeling?" she asked me.

"Good, Rey. You can stop looking at me so worriedly. I'm a demigod not a china plate. I don't break so easily."

She nodded distractedly, then frowned. "What did you call me?"

"Reyna. That's your name isn't it?"

"No you said Rey."

"Did I?"

"That's the second time you've called me that."

"The second time?"

"Yea, you called me that right before you grabbed me in mid-air."

"I hadn't noticed. Well shorter is more efficient I guess."

"Yea, I guess." She was still frowning, but now she also looked thoughtful.

"Do you want me to stop calling you that?"

She didn't respond for a while. Finally, "No. It's fine. It's just – no one's ever called me that before. But I'll get used to it."

She gave me a small smile, and I reached over to squeeze her arm, but when I touched her, she winced. I pulled back quickly. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

She grimaced and stretched out her arm. Her forearm was red and covered in angry blisters.

"You got burnt! Why didn't you tell me?"

"I don't know. I didn't realize!"

"How did you not realize you got burnt?"

"Mmm-hmm-mmm?" She shrugged. "It must have happened when the lightning bolt struck and with all the excitement and adrenaline after, I must not have felt anything."

"How do you not feel all this pain?" I pulled my backpack onto my lap. It was my turn to administer first-aid. She watched me pour some ambrosia onto a bandage, take her hand, and stretch her arm out towards me. She winced when I pressed the bandage to her skin, but otherwise didn't say anything.

"Can I ask you something?"

"Do you have to?"

I chuckled. "You're good at deflecting."

"It's a life-skill."

"Well I'm going to ask anyway." I looked up to see her roll her eyes.

"Of course you will."

"Why did you volunteer for this quest?"

"For Christ's sake Jason. I already answered that question."

"You gave us _a _reason. You didn't give me _the_ reason."

"Perhaps that reason is my own business."

I stopped dabbing at her skin with the bandage, took out a clean one, poured some ambrosia onto her skin, and began to wrap the bandage around her arm. "We're on this quest together. Look I trusted you to come up with a plan to fight the automaton. Doesn't mean I actually trust you. You haven't given me any reason to. If you can't even tell me why you're on this quest, why should I trust you? Then we might as well go home because if we can't trust each other, this gig won't work." I tried to keep my voice even and soft, but I couldn't help some frustration from spilling out in the end. I could feel her clamming up beside me. The muscles in her arm I was bandaging were tensing up. "Don't," I warned. And for a minute she ignored me, clenching her fists tightly.

Then she exhaled loudly and said, "I came on this quest because I do need to prove something."

She pulled back her arm and fell silent, but I kept staring at her, knowing that she'd get the message to keep going. She looked at me and sighed in exasperation. "You don't give up do you?"

I just shook my head.

"I do need to prove something. Just not to the camp. I know they'll come to trust me, all I have to do is work hard. But I need to prove something to myself." She raised her hands and looked at them, wrinkling her nose in disgust. "You're right, I'm good at this demigod thing. I'm good at surviving. I know what I can do with these hands and it terrifies me. I just – I need to know that these hands can do some good. That my capabilities don't have to be all bad. Do you understand?" She looked at me in earnest.

I didn't know what it was like to be afraid of your own powers. I'd learnt about mine in camp and learnt to put them to good use. But whatever Reyna's powers were, they scared her. I got it. "Yea," I nodded. "But you did good today. You saved Professor Sipher and all those kids at the university by drawing the automaton away. And your plan _was_ good, if only a bit last minute," I said trying to reassure her. She gave me another small smile.

I was starting to really like those smiles.

She pulled up her feet and stared out the window. There was a frown on her face and I knew I was losing her to her anger. So I said, "Look at that guy sitting two rows in front and across from us." She looked.

"What about him?"

"Tell me his story."

She looked at me sceptically.

"Well go on. You basically told me I was bad at it, so why don't you demonstrate hot-shot?" She raised her eyebrows and then smirked at me.

And so we passed a few hours making up stories for people on the bus with us, until we were both so exhausted, we fell asleep.

Next thing I knew, I was waking up to the driver yelling, "Potty Break!"

"Finally, I've needed to pee since we passed Sacramento."

Reyna rubbed her eyes sleepily. "You go, I'll wait here."

She was already drifting back to sleep. "Okay."

After I used the bathroom, I thought we could use some pick-me-up beverages, so I bought two large hot chocolates for us.

When I got back on the bus, I shook her awake.

She glared at me. "Why? You're evil!"

"I'll make it up to you. Here," I said handing her her drink.

She took a sip and made a face. "This is disgusting. It's so sweet!" She held her cup back out to me.

"What? You're crazy! Of course you'd hate something so sweet. Miss Bitter Buds."

"No matter what stupid name you call me, I'm not drinking it."

"Drink, you'll feel better! After ambrosia, this is the best thing for pain."

"I like coffee. Give me a nice cup of Cuban joe, and I won't feel a thing."

"You drink coffee? Look at you, so mature!"

She rolled her eyes at me, but continued to sip her hot chocolate. She finished it in no time, and was back to sleep in even less. I didn't realize that I was smiling at her, until she said, "Quit smiling like that Grace. Someone might think you were a stalker."

"I thought you were asleep."

"Even worse for you to be smiling like that." I grinned, leant my head back against the seat, and fell asleep.

Twenty two hours later, we finally made it to Seattle. When Reyna stood, she wobbled and had to sit back down. "My legs are cramped."

"Yea mine too. But we gotta go."

She nodded, pushed herself up, and pulled herself down the aisle, clutching the back of the seats. When we finally stepped outside, the day was warm, but cloudy. I looked around. Again, I felt we'd gotten here too easy.

"You know this is too easy, right?" she said.

I nodded.

"They're probably waiting for us to figure out where it is, then once we find it, they'll try to take it from us," she reasoned.

"Then shouldn't we stop looking for it?" I asked.

She shook her head. "If we stop looking for it, they'll take it upon themselves to find it. We can't let them do that. We need to find it and then deal with the consequences."

She was right. "Okay. Well, where do we go now?" Reyna started walking southwards. "You said this whole quest thing depends on trust. Well then, just trust me and follow me," she said.

Fair enough. I took off behind her. Finally, we reached a small plaza and walked up to an office whose door showed the amazon logo. "Um, Reyna. You think is going to help us find an ancient slab that's been moved to the black market?"

"Just trust me," she said. "It'll be fine." I wasn't sure who she was trying to reassure. Her hand was shaking as it grabbed the door handle and she took a deep breath before opening it. She walked over to the girl standing in the middle of the entry-hall. "I've come to speak with Hylla."

The girl didn't even look at me, just looked Reyna up and down. "What business do you have with Hylla?"

"I need her help. Please, just tell her Reyna needs her help." The girl arched her eyebrows, but then went down the stairs in the middle of the hall. I stepped up beside Reyna. "Who's Hylla?" I whispered. "You think she'll help us."

"We'll have to wait and see. And it's probably best if you let me do all the talking, okay?"

I frowned at her, but before I could say anything, the girl Reyna had spoken to returned, this time accompanied by another girl. She looked like…

"Woah, she looks like an older version of you," I whispered. "Did you know you had a doppelganger?"

Reyna said nothing, but stepped forwards. "Hylla," she greeted, her voice tense, her back straight. Something was wrong.

But the doppelganger smiled, opened her arms wide, and said, "Ah little sister. You've finally come to your senses."

_LITTLE SISTER?!_

"Reyna, you have a sister?" I asked, incredulously. The girl's eyes snapped up to mine, flashing dangerously. Definitely sisters- they had the same angry fire. But Reyna's fire depressed her, whereas this girl relished in it.

"I have come to seek your help, sister," Reyna said timidly.

"And you've brought us a gift. What a lovely specimen. He will certainly look well in those orange jumpsuits. Who is he? Is he powerful? Did you capture a powerful demigod boy, Reyna?" she purred, circling me. Hylla was beautiful, and her voice was soft and rich, like a cat's. "Our queen will be most pleased."

Reyna turned around and growled (actually growled) at her sister. "I did not come here to join the Amazons, Hylla. I made my choice and you made yours. This boy is my friend. We're on a quest and we've come to ask for your help."

Hylla sighed. "Until you see the error of your ways little sister, I can't help you."

"Hylla!" she shouted after her sister's retreating back. "If we don't find what we're looking for the Titans will. And they'll use it to destroy Olympus and then to destroy us. Is that what you want?"

Her sister was already walking back down the stairs. She called from over her shoulder, "What have the gods ever done for us Avila? You hold onto some false hope that our mother is watching over us."

"She is!" Reyna stamped her foot. "She is!"

Hylla turned and marched straight towards her sister. "Is she? Where was she when we had to leave our home? Where was she when we were captured by those god-forsaken pirates? Where was she when those bastards put their hands on me, on you? Where was she when-!" she snarled down at her.

Reyna was stepping back, her jaw clenched tightly. "I'm sorry Hylla. I would take those things back if I could, but I can't."

"No you can't take anything back." I was surprised at the venom in her voice. Reyna looked like her sister had just whipped her. _What's happening?!_

"Look, Hylla," I said, stepping towards her. Before I realized what was happening, she'd flipped me onto my back, and pressed her knee to my throat.

"Males speak only when spoken to, and then, with a Mistress at either end," she snarled.

"Hylla, enough!" Reyna pulled her sister back. They were both so strong. "This boy has done nothing to you. You can't go around hating men just because of the actions of a few."

"All men are the same, Avila. Why haven't you learnt that yet?" she said, shaking Reyna by her shoulders.

"I can't believe that. I can't."

"Then you are weak."

Reyna stepped away from her sister. "Maybe I am. But I will do what I believe to be right. And right now, I need to find this slab. Will you help me or not?"

Hylla looked at me, sitting on the floor, then back at her sister. The she sighed, and suddenly her cool, indifferent façade fell away, revealing an exhausted teenager, who looked even more like her sister now. "My chamber is this way." Turning to the other girl that had fetched her, she said, "If our queen should ask for me, you know where to find me." She led them down the stairs, and into a dark, stone hallway, lit by torches. She opened a door on the right and stood back to let us in. I had expected it to be dark, but instead daylight filtered into the room, making the clean white linens bright, and bringing warmth into the coldness. "Make yourselves comfortable." I decided to just stay standing by the door, but Reyna settled on the edge of the bed. She watched her sister fumbling around the room, filling glasses with water and handing them to us. As Reyna stretched out her arm for her glass, Hylla noticed the bandage. She put the glass down on the night-table and knelt in front of her sister.

"You're hurt," she said, unwrapping the bandage. "You must learn to take better care of yourself Avila," she admonished, when the burn had been revealed.

"It's nothing, really." That would become Reyna's favourite lie.

Hylla thumbed over the burn, whispered a few words, and in disbelief, I watched the burns fade away. "You're a healer," I stammered.

She stood up and looked at me. "I learnt a few things from one of the greatest sorceresses of all time. I had a baby sister to look after, of course I picked up healing magic."

I looked at Reyna, who was staring at her arm where the burn had been. Her face was clear, no emotion at all.

"Now tell me, what sort of trouble have you gotten yourself into Avila?"

Reyna told her everything that happened so far. She did a pretty good job, comprehensive and precise.

"You believe this slab will help you protect your camp."

"Yes."

"It will keep you safe?"

"Hylla-"

"Answer the question Avila."

"Yes."

"Then I'll help you." I got Hylla. She may be an Amazon, and she may have chosen a different life than her sister, but Reyna was still her priority. Hylla loved her little sister. She stood up and opened her laptop.

"Isn't that dangerous?" I asked.

She gave me a sly smile. Her smiles were different from Reyna's. Hers were always there, telling you she knew something you didn't – teasing and mysterious. Reyna rarely smiled, but when she did they were sincere and warm.

"My source tells me that there'll be an auction tonight. The slab will be there!"

Reyna and I exchanged happy looks. "Where?"

"In Los Angeles. Some playboy billionaire is hosting a gala dinner and an auction. You'll find the slab there. But you must hurry, the sale is going down tonight. And if you say the Titans are after it, they may already know it's there!"

Reyna's face fell. (I'm sure mine did too). "How are we supposed to get to LA by tonight?"

Hylla gave her sister one of her sly smiles. "I have a surprise for you little sister. Come."

She led us back to the staircases, this time heading up, and came out in a stable. There were regular horses, unicorns, and…

"Pegasii!" Reyna shouted.

"Come." Hylla led us over to a stall where a pegasus stood silently, watching us come towards him. "I had hoped to surprise you for your birthday, but I suppose your need is dire, right now."

Reyna's eyes were shining. _She loves animals_, I thought. _Huh_. Somehow that seemed fitting.

"He's mine?" she whispered.

Hylla opened the gate, and Reyna stepped inside. "Hello," she said. She stretched out her hand, and the Pegasus snorted. It pawed at the ground, but then stepped forward, pressing it's nuzzle into her hand. Reyna's smile was dazzling. It radiated pure joy. "He's perfect," she whispered.

"What will you name him?" I asked

She thought about that for a while. "Scipio. For the great general Scipio Africanus. But we can call him Skippy, because he looks like peanut butter."

Hylla and I both laughed and she turned to smile at us.

"Now you must go, little sister." She walked to the other end of the stable and pressed a button. A door opened and cool air rushed in. "Go!"

Reyna led Skippy out to the door. She beckoned to me. "Get on!"

I mounted Skippy and waited for her to follow. She played with his mane for a few seconds, then turned towards her sister. I think Hylla was even more surprised than me: she threw her arms around her sister's waist, and buried her face in her stomach. "Te amo, hermana," I heard her murmur. Hylla bent down and kissed the top of her sister's head. "You'll always be my little sister, Avila. Now go, and be happy."

She nodded, stepped away from sister, and mounted in front of me. "Yah!" she shouted, and Skippy took off at a gallop. With three strides, he unfurled his wings and we were climbing into the air.

We flew in silence for a while, enjoying the freedom of the air and flying. This was the best part about being the son of Jupiter - having this to yourself. But I was also glad Reyna was here with me.

"So _Avila_…"

"Don't call me that," she snapped. "That name doesn't belong to you. It belongs to another person and another life." She was back to her broody, closed off self, but I couldn't help smiling. I head learnt something about Reyna down there: she may have had too much anger in her, but she also had a deep and fierce love inside her too. She had so much to give.

I didn't say anything for a while, but then something started bugging me.

"What?" she shouted.

"What what?"

"What's bothering you? Your hands are clenched around me. You're tense. If you're worried about the quest, don't! We'll be fine!"

I was starting to think that "we'll be fine" was going to be our thing. "It's not the quest. It's Hylla!"

"I'm sorry my sister was so intense. I think being an Amazon suits her."

"No, it's not that."

"Then?"

"It's just – You're lucky to still have her."

I felt her stiffen. "Yea real lucky," I caught her mutter.

"Look I don't know what happened in your past that was so horrible…" She stiffened again. "But I'm not asking for that. All I'm saying that you're so incredibly lucky to have your sister."

She was silent for a while. "You have siblings." She said it like she knew.

"A sister."

"Where is she?"

"I don't know. I haven't seen her since I was two."

She didn't say anything. She just pulled my left arm out in front of her and traced the stripes of my tattoo. "So many," she whispered. "Too many." Her voice was sad. I pulled my arm away, wrapping it back around her waist. I didn't like the way she made me feel when she touched me – like a bubble was growing inside me, hungry for more, for that comfort, for that familiarity. When she touched you, she said so much more. I also didn't like how sad she felt for me. She had enough sadness without mine.

"What's your sister's name?" she asked.

"Thalia."

"Is she like us?"

"I don't know. I was too young."

Again, she didn't respond. She just leant forward and whispered something into Skippy's ear. He sped up and Reyna didn't straighten up. There was something determined in the way she held her shoulders.


	4. Chapter 4

Regrets collect like old friends,

Here to relive your darkest moments,

I can see no way,

I can see no way,

And all of the ghouls come out to play,

And every demon wants his pound of flesh,

But I like to keep somethings to myself,

I like to keep my issues strong,

It's always darkest before the dawn.

- _Shake It Out_, Florence and the Machine

**There is a moment in this chapter, where I describe one of Reyna's moves as 'tic-taced off a wall'. This is a parkour move where the person side jumps off of a wall. Reyna is an overall badass in this one, and my inspiration for her is Tauriel from the Hobbit (because I ADORE her and I adore Reyna so why not?). Hope you all enjoy! As always, thank you for reading, and feel free to leave comments, or like, or follow. Or just read, that's cool too :). Ya'll are the best :)**

We were standing in an alleyway next to the hotel where the auction was being held. "Ok, how do we get in?"

"We should've gotten some clothes from the Amazons," she said. Skippy nickered behind us. "Shh boy. We'll be fine."

Great, now Skippy was part of our thing. "Why do we need clothes?"

She raised her eyebrows at me. "You want to go to a shady, but none-the-less fancy, auction looking like a homeless person?"

I finally took a good look at our clothes. There were burn marks and holes in both of our outfits. "No wonder that bus driver didn't want to let us on the bus," I said. "But we're not going to auction."

"So then how, o prodigal son, do you propose we get into the auction?"

"We're not going to the auction."

She raised her eyebrows at me. I pointed up. The garbage chute was right above us. "Awww man. That's low even for me," she complained.

"What? Little Miss High-and-Mighty can't handle some garbage."

She pouted. "The things I do for acceptance." She stepped a few paces back. "Give me a boost," she said, grinning.

I frowned at her, not sure what she was talking about. Then she started running straight towards the big, garbage bins, and I understood. When she jumped, I used the air currents to push her higher. She landed on top of the bin, crouched, and jumped again. Again, I forced the air currents to push her upwards, and she landed in the chute. She looked down at me. "Coming Saving Grace?" I smiled slyly and took off, using the air currents to push myself straight into the chute next to her, landing in a superhero pose."

She rolled her eyes. "Show off!" The she punched me and said, "We make a pretty good team though."

"Ow," I said, rubbing my shoulder. "If we're so good, why'd you punch me?"

"It's preferable to hugging you."

I rolled my eyes, and she smirked at me. "After you, oh Great Master of Air," she said, bowing to me.

"God you're such a dork." She grinned. I started up the chute, she right behind me. "You're much happier now," I commented.

"It feels good to be so close to success. It's just adrenaline."

"You're too focused on the end and less on the journey. You need to be more focused on the journey, oh humble pupil."

She snorted. "Yes Master Air. I will remember your sagely advice." I turned around and grinned at her, and she shoved me playfully. For the first time in my life, I felt content. Here I was, walking up a garbage chute with someone who infuriated me most of the time, and I was _content_. Reyna didn't look at me like I was her Saving Grace. She just looked at me as a friend, an equal. She didn't need me. She could've probably gotten this slab all by herself, but she looked at me to help her. Not save her, _help_ her, and that was refreshing. She was new and refreshing. Damaged, yes, but there was something peaceful about being around her. About being around someone who looked at me, and didn't see my dad, but me. And then I realized something.

"You chose me," I whispered.

"What?" She frowned at me.

"You chose me!" I repeated, louder this time.

"Are you okay? Maybe I gave you too much ambrosia."

"No, back when you volunteered for this quest. You chose me then."

"I told you already –"

"Yes, you said you needed to prove something to yourself, but you chose me to help you. _You_ let _me _in." I said triumphantly.

She looked at me like she was trying to glare at me, but again, there was that terror right underneath. "I don't know what you're talking about," she said.

I grabbed her left shoulder. "Look, you don't have to talk about anything. Whatever's going on with you, take your time. But if you need someone, I'm here."

She scoffed and moved away from me. She had put her walls back up. I was afraid that I'd just pushed her away. I didn't want that. I wanted her to be around, to be close. I needed someone like her in my life. Someone who saw me, because I was afraid I would lose myself in other people's illusions.

She kept walking and I followed her in silence. I frowned, something didn't feel right. "Isn't it weird that this garbage chute is so big? Like how many garbage chutes do you know that are this big?"

She didn't reply, just kept walking. Finally we got to the end. "There's your answer," she said, pointing down.

I looked down and saw about a dozen cyclops working in the kitchen. "Since when do cyclops cook?" I whispered.

She shrugged. "They're good with their hands. Maybe that extends to cooking." She squinted at a sign straight in front of us. "The Temple of the Sky Hotel – Kitchen," she read.

"The Temple of the Sky? Think they'll like my dad?" I said.

"Doubt it," she said. She was gripping her hunting knives tightly, her shoulders set, preparing for a fight.

"Hey," I said, grabbing her shoulders and turning her towards me. "We'll be fine."

She scrunched up her nose. "That's our thing now, isn't it?"

I grinned at her. "You bet your ass it is!"

She took a deep breath. "Let's do this." She looked around. "What we need is a distraction. We don't want to attract attention to ourselves."

I grinned. Distraction, huh? Coming right up. I concentrated on the air in the room. Then I bent my will over it, forcing it to blow pot covers, spoons, knives, vegetables, a turkey, and cooking utensils all over the room. She turned towards me and I heard her say, "Are you doing this?" I didn't respond, it was taking all my concentration to keep the objects afloat. The cyclops screamed and ran, chaos reigning in the room. Two of them ran into each other and fell to floor, knocked unconscious. I willed some of the utensils to fly after the other cyclops and they fled the room.

Reyna didn't miss a beat. She jumped down from the chute and headed for the exit sign. I followed her. Once we were out into the stairwell, I let the winds go and the sound of crashing metal reverberated around us. She ran down the stairs, turning back only to say, "That was brilliant!"

I grinned at her. "Master Air at your service."

We found another door, pushed it open, and found ourselves in a long hallway leading to a set of really big, really golden doors. "Where do you think that leads to?" I asked.

"Probably somewhere fancy. Maybe fancy enough to host an auction."

We crept towards it. I didn't like being here. It was too open and too cagey at the same time. If someone were to burst through either door we'd have nowhere to hide and nowhere to run. If they wanted to fight, well, I just hoped it wouldn't come to that.

Obviously, the world needed to prove me wrong. I was just reaching forward to touch the door when Reyna shouted, "Look out!" She grabbed me by the back of my neck and pushed me down, covering my body with hers. I heard a loud thwack and looked up to see a dagger sticking in the door, right where my hand was a second ago. "Why do people keep throwing things at us? What happened to a good old fashioned brawl?" I grumbled.

She rolled her eyes at me. "We can take it up with them later Master Air. Let's just take 'em out first."

She jumped to her feet and bent her knees, preparing to spring at them. But there were so many of them. There's no way we should've gotten through. I stood up behind her. "Reyna, there's no way."

She just smirked at me. "Watch and learn pretty boy."

Two monsters –two dracaenae – slithered towards us ahead of their group, pulling out long, cruel swords, and hissing to reveal sharp, venomous fangs. I pulled out my gladius and held it in front of me, getting ready to attack. Reyna ran forward. One of the two slashed at her with her sword, but Reyna dropped to her knees, spun on them, slashed with one hunting knife across the dracaenae's stomach, and came back up under the other's guard, stabbing her through her neck. They both disintegrated into dust. Then she ran, tic-taced off the wall to her left, jumping over a laistrygonian giant and his javelin, spun around in mid-air, wrapped her knees around his neck, twisted and brought him to the ground. She slashed her knife into the leg of the giant behind him, pulled it back, stabbed the laistrygonian she was choking, got up and threw her knife into a hellhound at the back. She left a pile of dust in her wake and she had done it, it felt, in less time it took for me to blink. She was still slashing through monsters and I finally came out of shock, parrying swords with my gladius, ducking slashes and, occasionally, getting the lucky kill shot. I turned around to find another dracaenae raising a sword over my back, but before she could do anything, sand spilled out of a gaping hole in her stomach. When she melted away, Reyna was staring at me, chest heaving, eyes wide open. One of her hunting knives lay at my feet, where the dracaenae had just been standing. I hadn't even had the chance to raise my gladius to defend myself.

"Thanks," I muttered. She strode towards me, bent down to pick up her knife, and pushed past me.

"Now let's see what's behind this door."

We finally pushed it open. It led into a big ballroom with floor to ceiling windows on three walls. The light of dusk filtered through the window painting our faces salmon and purple. I looked at Reyna. Her brown eyes looked darker and were open wide. They had that same fire I had seen a few days earlier when we had sparred. I was about to ask her about that, when she said, "There!"

She ran over to a line of glass cases to our right on top of a stage. There were four other items in addition to the slab. An old Roman helmet, a Spartan shield, an old anvil, and a sculptured phallus.

I walked over to the phallus, feeling the heat crawl up my neck and my face. She walked over to me and smirked.

"You're all red."

"Why would they just have that lying around?" I sputtered.

Her smirk deepened. "Sex toys."

I looked at her and I must have looked pretty scandalised because she laughed. "Gods, you're so innocent Jason. Ancient Romans saw male genitals as symbol to ward off evil. Penises were everywhere in Ancient Rome. Outside people's doors, on the walls of people's homes and public buildings, even over babies' cribs." I stared open-mouthed at her. I wasn't sure what to say to that.

"How do you know so much about this stuff?" I finally managed to ask.

"Because I read," she said, shrugging in an off-hand way. She was walking towards the slab. "Let's just get it and go. Before someone comes and tries to stop us." She reached into the case and pulled the slab out.

"Weird," she said.

"What's weird?" I said, coming over.

"No lasers, no traps, no guards. It' like they're begging us to steal it."

I took the slab from her and shoved it into my backpack. "Can we please worry about it being too easy when we get out of here? I really don't want to fight anymore right now. Maybe we already took out the security."

She shrugged. "Okay." We managed to make it back to the kitchens without too much trouble. When I pushed open the door, the place was a mess, and the cyclops still hadn't come back.

"They're not very committed to their jobs, are they?"

"This is too easy," she said.

"Relax, everything will be fine." We climbed into the chute and picked our way back to the alleyway. Unfortunately, everything just could not be okay. The alleyway below us was crowded with monsters, of every kind. There was no way we could fight our way through this.

Reyna was about to step out in front of me, but I pulled her back. "There's too many."

"Come out come out, children," a voice called from below. I looked out to see a man with a cruel face and a cropped haircut grinning up at us. That grin sent shivers down my spine. Reyna stepped up next to me.

"What do you want?" she shouted.

"Oh come now child. Give me the slab and I will protect you from this horde of monsters. My lord Kronos has commanded that we protect the child of the Big Three. He believes you can help us do important things."

"Yea right. So you'll save me and shred my friend to pieces. No thanks. I'll take my chances," I shouted back.

"Don't be a fool boy," he snarled. "You've nowhere to run. You go back, the cyclops will hand you over to me. And don't think they'll be so fooled by flying dishes again." I gulped. We'd walked right into a trap. "Hand over the slab and nobody gets hurt."

"No," Reyna said firmly.

Something flicked behind the man, and I barely had time to flatten myself against the wall of the chute, pulling Reyna against me, when two sharp spikes flew past me. "What the-?" I said.

"Manticore," she said grimly. She stepped back out. "I thought your boss told you not to hurt Jason Grace. He won't be pleased."

The manticore snarled. "It's been a long time since I've had the pleasure of inflicting pain on puny demigods. You'll forgive me if I seem a tad bit excited."

Reyna's face hardened. In the evening light, it looked almost cruel – a darkness swirling in her eyes. She raised her hands. "Fine you've got us!"

"What are you doing?" I whispered.

"Trust me," she said, her eyes pleading with me. That darkness was still there though, and it made me afraid. She jumped down onto the bins and then down in front of the manticore. He grinned cruelly at her.

"See that wasn't so hard. Now give me the slab." She pulled her backpack off her shoulders and held it out to the manticore. He reached towards her, and as his fingers closed around the straps, she grabbed his hand. He tried to pull away, but she held on tightly.

"You like pain, beast? Then let me show you pain." I could see her pressing her fingers into the manticore's wrist and suddenly, he began to howl. I covered my ears. That howl was filled with so much pain, so much hurt, it felt like ice was growing from the inside of my heart, boring through the rest of me. But I couldn't block out all the screams of torture coming from below – the manticore wasn't the only one screaming now. I looked down at Reyna – there was black smoke curling off of her, stretching like hungry, greedy fingers towards the monsters that were like fodder. One by one, the black smoke consumed them, not leaving even a speck of dust behind. Finally, Reyna let go of the manticore. He was on his knees, whimpering, eyes red with pain.

"You tell your master this. Tell him we're strong and we do not fear him. We will not surrender to him." The manticore didn't move. "GO!" she yelled. He whimpered and scampered out of the alleyway. We were alone.

I remember how afraid I was on our way back. How could one little girl have so much pain – so much so that it was enough to disintegrate an entire army. I wanted to ask her, I wanted to reach her, but I didn't know how. She was exhausted – her shoulders sagged, her own eyes were red, and they weren't their usual brown – but she was also so distant. I knew she didn't want to talk about it. So I just wrapped my arms around her waist, squeezed her, and whispered, "Thank you for saving us," before falling asleep on her shoulder.


End file.
